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Chapter | 


Holy crap. Has it really been a year already? 


I'd say that times flies when you're having fun, but where | am, time doesn't really exist. If it did, l'd be getting 
older, and l'm not. Not physically, anyway. | still look the same as | did when........when | left him. And even now, 


it still hurts. 
| miss him so much. Like you wouldn't believe. 


| miss waking up next to him, miss how he smells when | nuzzle into his hair. | miss his smile. He has a smile 
that could light up the darkest room. He always made me feel like | was the only person in the world that 
could make him smile like that. And after the amount of total fuck ups that | had the misfortune to date, 
James was like the missing piece of the puzzle. It was strange, given that he'd been under my nose the whole 
time. If you'd told me back in ‘93 that not only would | fall in love with my guitarist, but that I'd marry him, | 
probably would have punched you out. 


am, but it makes a change from being down there. I'd say that my asthma is better, but it disappeared when | 
first arrived. Come to think of it, so did my headaches. The whole reason why | ended up here. It's not like | 
really wanted to leave. | fought it for so long, but it got exhausting near the end. 


Having James hold me was a comfort. His arms would wrap themselves around me, and | truly felt safe there. 
Like nothing on earth could ever harm me. Or if it tried to, James would kill it with his bare hands. So it was 


when my time had come. 


It felt like there was a tug of war going on in our bed that snowy March morning. James on one side, refusing 
to let me go, Death on the other, determined to take me away. It was a close run thing, believe me. | think 


that Death won by a whisker. And that, | remember clearly. Its not something that | want to forget. 


| remember watching James as he all but screamed in his grief, tears flowing like rain down his cheeks, and his 
sobs bouncing off of the walls. He buried his face in my hair, and begged me to wake up. Getting him to let me 
go was another battle. Reg, Brian and David ended up dragging him away from me. Or at least, the shell that 


was me. | was already here, watching, as | always do. 


It was one of the most pitiful things I've ever seen; James wanting to hurl himself after me, but being 
restrained by our friends. He ended up having to be sedated that night. He didn't know it, but | was there. | sat 
beside him as he slipped into a chemically induced sleep, and held his hand. | didn't say anything, though. How 
could |? What could | say? Just to sit with him, and listen to his breathing was enough for me. 


Ever sat and watched while someone you love falls apart? As their whole world crashes down around them, 
and not being able to do a fucking thing about it? That's what it was like for me. Although it was weird being 
able to watch my own funeral. And watching the coffin being lowered into the ground was downright scary. 
That was when James finally let go, when there was just me and him there. If | could have cried at the sight, | 
would have. James laid down on top of the pile of freshly dug earth, his dark brown and white dreadlocks 
splaying out like a fan, and his brown eyes filling with unbidden tears. And the only thing that | could hear him 
say was "Why you, Nonie? What did you ever do to deserve all the shit and pain you went through?" 


My heart felt like exploding, | wanted to let him know that | was there, listening. To let him know that | was 
there for him, then, now and forever, until he came to join me. But | couldn't. Because | was crying like a baby, 
wanting nothing more than to thrown my arms around him, and never let him go, but being too much of a 
fucking wuss to do it. James’ voice rang out again, hoarse, ragged. 


"| love you, Jonathan Houseman Davis, you hear me?" 


| did hear him. Loud and clear. 


The last year's been tough on my Munky. He still hasn't come to terms with the fact that l'm gone. Oh, yeah, 
to the outside world, it looks as if he has, but | know better. | see him when he's watching the videos that | 
left for him, when he's clutching an old shirt of mine and silently crying as he watches my slow deterioration 
on the TV screen. Every so often, his face is split by a smile, as he remembers some of the happier times. 
But that doesn't happen very often. Normally, he just........is. Gets up, goes to work, comes home, eats 
(sometimes), and goes to bed. Repeat ad nauseam. 


And the house doesn't seem the same. Almost as if the life has gone out of it. As if the life has gone out of 
him. His sense of fun has gone, his smile hidden away. He's pushed his closest friends away, afraid to get too 
close, in case he loses them as well. So, needless to say, I'm slightly pissed at this turn of events. The Munky 
that | love wouldn't be like this. And | miss seeing his smile, even if | am up here. 


He's gone to bed early, as is usual for him, now. The darkness surrounds him like a blanket, and | can hear him 
breathing softly as he drifts off into sleep. He looks so peaceful, almost like an angel. It's now when | tend to 
come to him, when he sleeps. He thinks that I've come to him in a dream, and if that's the explanation that 
makes him comfortable, then I'm happy with it. 


by the big man to make myself visible to him. Its going to freak the shit out of him, | know, but | have to tell 
him that | still love him. And that just because I'm not here, he has to get on with his life. | know that he 
loves me, and that he always will. But | know that there's someone out there for him. He may not love them 


as much as he does me, but he will love them. 


| have to show him that I'll always be here for him, that | still love him, even after death. 


He looks so beautiful, lying in the large four poster bed he bought for me, his caramel coloured skin 
contrasting with the whiteness of the sheets. The covers have fallen slightly, revealing his chest, and | hover 
above him, watching it fall and rise rhythmically as he breathes. And as | land softly on the bed to sit beside 
James, he sighs, childlike and sleepy. | can't help myself. It's been so long since | held him, since | buried my 
face into the curve of his shoulder, that | lie beside him, and wrap my arm around his waist. It feels like l'm 


home. l'm back where | belong, and | never want to go away again. 


James shifts in my arms, and turns to face me. | study his face, wanting to remember every line, every 
crease, every piece of stubble. All I'm capable of thinking is that | love him so much and that | miss him so 


much and why the fuck did | have to get that fucking tumour? | finally cry from a mixture of love and pain, 
my tears falling down my cheeks, and landing on the pillow. James shifts again, and his eyes open a crack, 
fluttering at me. 


"James? James, wake up, baby. It's me, its Jonathan" | whisper, raising my hand to brush his hair back from 
his face. He doesn't hear me, and goes to drift off back to sleep. 


"James, please? I've come back.......'ve come to see you. Please wake up.... 
P y P 


My voice takes on an almost pleading tone. I've been waiting for a year for this, and now he won't wake up. | 


shake him, softly, not daring to scare him, even though | know | will 


My shaking finally works. His eyes open slowly, and begin to focus on what must be a truly strange sight. His 
face freezes, first in fear, then in shock, and finally in a look of sceptical joy. He manages to speak, after a few 


minutes. 


"Jonathan? Nonie?" he gasps, and brings his hand up to touch my face. It's as if the sight of me alone will not 


be enough, and yet, he can't touch me. 


Tears spring forth from James’ eyes, and | bring my hand up to wipe them away. 


‘I'm dreaming. This is a dream.......when | wake up, you won't be here. Nonie, tell me l'm not dreaming. | don't 
think that | could handle another dream." He cries again, slightly harder this time. | tighten my grip on his 


waist, and bury my face in his hair. 


"You're not dreaming, Munks. But | won't be here when you wake up. | know that tomorrow's going to be hard. | 
just wanted to see you........leT you know that you're not alone. Damn... love you, Munks. | love you so much, 
and yet | can't tell you." | join in with James' crying, and for a while, we both lie there, tears streaming down 
our faces, and holding hands. 


"James? Why are you still moping around?" | finally ask. He stares back at me, knowing that, for him at least, 
it's a very stupid question 


it" he replies, a smile playing on his lips. His fingers twist themselves around my hair, and | return the 
gesture, rolling a dread between my fingers. | want to say so much to James, but now, it just seems pointless. 
To just lie here with my Munky in my arms is more that | could ever wish for. To speak would ruin the 
moment, spoil it, pollute it, and that's something neither of want. He snuggles into me, and | am content to hold 
him, stroking his hair. 


"You do realise that you can't be alone, baby? Not forever. You can't shut everyone out of your life." | say. 
James' head is resting on my chest now, and he gently runs his hand against the black silk of my shirt. He 
smells just as | remember, a mixture of melons and oranges. The most beautiful scent I've ever smelled, in my 


view. 
"What if | want to be alone? What if I'm afraid that I'll never love anyone as much as | love you?" 
"| don't expect you to love someone that intensely again, Munks. | just don't want you to be alone." 


"Hold me, Nonie. | miss having your arms around me. | never thought I'd ever feel them again" | tighten my 
grip around his shoulders, and he sighs, contentedly. We fall into a comfortable silence, not needing to talk, just 
needing to be. And for now, it's enough. And then, James stares at me, raising his hand and running it softly 
against my cheek. | capture it, and press my lips against his fingertips. It pulls forth a soft, barely audible sigh 
from James, and | like how it sounds. It's been too long since | made him sigh like that. And before | have time 
to think about it, | press my lips against his, sweep my tongue against his bottom lip, and feel him open his 
mouth against the pressure. His tongue slides into my mouth and a ghostly sigh rings around the room as | 
return the favour. We lie there for what seems like hours, kissing endlessly, our hands running up and down 


the other's bodies, caressing, remembering. 

| reluctantly push my Munky away, realising that it would soon be dawn, and that my time, for now, really was 
up. He raises an eyebrow quizzically, asking silently what's wrong. | rub my thumb gently across his bottom lip. 
‘|. have to go babes. | can't stay." 


"Damn you, Jonathan Don't leave me again!" James is almost crying now, tears welling up as he fights the urge 


to cry. 


| can't stay, you know that. | don't belong here anymore. Just know that | love you. And that lm always here, 


watching you." 
James begins to silently sob, his heart broken all over again. | hold him one last time, and | can sense myself 


being gently pulled away. Not before | leave one last present for James... 


"Love you, my Murky... " | whisper, as they fall from my hand. | know that when he wakes, he'll know why 


there are rose petals and jasmine in the room. | will be back next year... 


